How the golden momnent flies!

Tipe thak Sty 1o s St gave promise of a brilliant futore.

Roger had been s bright, ardent boy,

All the blushes call; -
For -lm-:*? kiss ne:vﬂlgm with & taste for music that was almost
Is the fondest kiss of all. a passion, and tslent little short of

genins. With his deep earnestness, in-
tense steadiness of purpose, and oclear,
» | vigorous intellect, John cduld scarcely
have failed to make a distinguished
lawyer. Roger was a born artist, with
a restless, lofty ambition. Life seemed
very bright for the brothers; there
was nothing to prevent and every thing
to assist each in following his inclination.
Butin the very dawn of their career
their father died, and they were sud-
For the kiss of nn:e:: cl;lld.hnod denly reduced tf:o actual poverty.
I¢ the purest kiss of all. Nothing remained from the wreck of a
oo Dctrolt Free Press. | magnificent fortune. but the bitter
Svmbol exparience that always accompanics
L such reverses. Finefriends failed them,
Jmst & slender shaft and'a toueh of blue flatterers looked coldly on their distress,
Is all that I have from my wl;m:::’; viow; |those who had most freely partaken of
Nothing but th. ot 80 mue H 3 itali
et e; | (ol by ped by n e
their adversity but one, and she had in-
deed the will but not the power to help
them. The boys left the college and
turned their thoughts to business. It
was hopeless to attempt to follow up
their professions with an invalid mother
and idolized only sister depending en
them for support. John secured a sit-
uation as clerk in a city warehouse.
Roger accepted a desk in the office of
Bernard Russell, an old friend of his
father’s. They moved to cheap lodg-
ings, and for several years plodded on
wearily, one only gleam of sunshine in
their altered home being the occasional
visits of Alice Russell to their sister.
Maude Gourlsy and Alice had been
school-fellows and friends; they usually
spent their vacations together, and Alice
felt the misfortune that had fallen on
- the family as if it had overtaken her
i marrow, dusty. windows, and & oo Bshe could do nobing xoops
massive doul;la door, that still' bears a | PP th.em fylng visits, sead trifling gifts
brass plate with the words *“Gourlay o m” o ﬁz:;:r;; ;:fu;:ita pretiy,
Brothers ** engraved thereon. sy::;; e e g 4 hardshi
The lower part of the house was used stadlid et pove'ﬂym P
a8 an office, bt the biiads ‘were. rasely told on Mrs. Gourlay’s always feeble
s b, the 60 Skl back frame; sﬂhfor-ber daughter’s sake she
to the energetic push of customers, the :ln;ng:o l:; ::h 13 stn.n%e hl::mty;
i echoed no hurried foot- | 0t When Maude’s lover, who gone
o anmdagEhE' 2%, the clesk; was, to Australis to make his for?une. re-
toall appearance, the idlest man in | C0Red not wealthy, but sufficiently so
London, £ill one to know his mas- | /¢ ¢i8im his bride in her altered circum-
Sare L g stances, Mr:j Gourlsg s_e;amed Ltlo mh;ve
: LA no object to live for. e's
B ey i ook ol B
sever srrtads Bacsiod o iod ; dayafbel:theceremony tJn? POOT, Weary,
never late and never early. Ever morn- brok:gn—heartfad mother dmd: George
Leslie took his wife back with him to

ing at 10 o'clock they entered their | ”
officotogether, read their letters, glanced | Sidney, “dyﬁ::a s Do Sty

1 » left instructions for i-
at the paper, o posh As if in bitter mockery of their loss

ble callers, and then went to the city. : ;
They always took the same route; at 11 and loneliness, 1mmedl‘awly after their
they might be seen passing along on | Mmother's death the brothers inherited a
the sunny side of Cannon street; at1:30 small fortune. But it was too late for
they entered the same restaurant, and | John to go back to his ?lut‘!ms, too late
eat at the same table for luncheon. Wet | for Roger to return to his piano. They
or dry, shade or shine, summer or win- | bad fallen into the groove of business,
ter, every working day for thirty years, | 8od John st least was seized with a fe.
they had gone throngh the same rou- vensheagemes.sto turn his small forturte
tine, always excepling the month of |into alarge one and become wealthy.
September, when they took their annual | So they went into business as Gourlay
bolidsy. Brothers, with the firm resolution of
They were elderly men—John tall, | retrieving the position their father had
thin, melancholy looking, with light | lost, and a very few years saw them es-
gray eyes; scanty gray hair and whis- | tablished in Whittier Street and fairly
kers, and a general expression of drab- | on the high road to fortune. Then one
ness pervading his whole face and fanit- | quiet summer evening, as they sat over
their dessert, John opened his heart to

lessly neat attire. Roger was shorter, ;
rounder, more cheerful and generally | his brother and told him of his hopes,
dreams and ambitions for the future.

warmer in color. His pervading hue
was brown, keen reddish eyes that must | + You will be surprised, and, I trust,
pleased to hear, Roger, that I love Alice

have been merry once, crisp auburn
hair that time had not yet quite trans- | Russell,” he said, laying his hand on
muted to silver, a clean-shaved ruddy | his brother's arm; “Ican hardly re-
face, and brown hands full of dints and | member the time when she was not
di&lpl. John was the elder; still he | dearer to me than all the world beside.
locked up to Roger with grave respect, | The bitterest part of our misfortune to
consulted him on every subject, and | me was that it separated me from her;
und never, even in or out of business, | the only thing that has sustained me
todk any step without his advice and ap- | through our long struggle was the hope
proval. And Boger was no less defer- | of some day winning her; nothing else
ential; without any profession of affec- | can ever compensate me for the ruin of
tation or display of feeling the Gourlay | all my hopes and glorious ambitions. I
brothers dwelt together in closest friend- | once dreamed of being famous, Roger;
ship and love; theirlife was s long har- for her sake I put that behind me, and
have grubbed for gold like a miser.

mony, and during sll the years of their

parteership, no shadow had fallen be- | We, Gourlay Brothers, are on the high
tween them, and their public life was as | road to fortune; I may aspire to the
harmonious ss their private intercourse, | hand of Alice now!"

In business they were successful, every | ¢ Sarely, John,” and the younger
speculation they made prospered, every | brother’s voice was husky and his hand
thing they touched turned to gold; and shook as he took up his glass, “I drink
8s their whole lives were spent in get- | to your success.”

ting, not spending, they were believed, | * Thanks, brother. I' shonld have
and with reason, to be immensely told you all this before—I should have
wealthy. *“Cold, hard, stern, enter- confided in you; but I feared troubling
prising,” mep called them; with an|you on my sccount. You would have
acuteness of vision and a steadiness of | seen a thousand shadows across my
purpose only to be .scquired by long | path—you would have been mere un-
and elose application to business. Re- happy than I was myself. And now I
sarved in manner, simple in their tastes, want you to promise that it shall make

Happy wile, thy noble husband,
More than half s lJover yet—
For those sanny hours of woolng
Are too sweet to soon forget—
On thy smiling lips uplifted,
Full of love, hix kisses full,
Por & husband's kiss at parting
Is the dearcst kiss of all.

Weary mother,4ittle children
With their dimpled hands so fair,
Pas«ing over cioek and forehead,
Soothe away ail pain and care.
Jead your doubting heart to Heaven,
Where no dreary shndows fall,

Over the roofs of the honses high
Is the point of & spire, a pateh of eky.

There is hwman living and loving sweet

In these honses standing across the street ;
Quitk steps and glad voices blithely go

In their various ways on the walk below;
Yet here, where erippled, alone I lie,

1 ean see but the spire and pateh of sky.

1 try not to let my sonl eomplain

That the old life can not be mine again ;

I know that in Jove has the dear Lord sent
Tue loneliness, wenkness and banishment;
Yet at times the beart will rebel and ery
¥For more thun the spire and patch of sky.

But u type of the freedom, joy and peace
Prepared for the spirit wlhen life shall cease
Is that gleam of blue over the houses tall,
A sign of the Heaven that wails forall;
And none can %o grateful be as 1

For the pointing spire and pateh of sky.
—Carclize 8. Le Row, in the Christian UCnion.

GOURLAY BROTHERS,

In a quiet street off one of the quiet

“ Roger, you will think me very weak,
very nérvous, but I dare npt speak to
Alice myself. I could not endure s re-
fusal from hér. I have never even given
her the most distant hint of my feelings.
I have not the slightest reason to sup-
pose that she regards me as other than
& mere acquaintance, at most as Maunde's
brother. Roger, we have always been
friends as well as brothers—stand by
me in this; you are less shy and more
accustomed 'to women; see Alice for
me, ask her to be my wife."

¢ John, you'remad! Youdo not mean
i‘!“

“1do, it is my only chance. Plead
for my happiness, brother, as I would
plead for yours. I am a man of few
words, but I feel deeply. A refusal
from her lips would kill me; I could
hear it from you."

¢t As you will, John; I'll domy best,"
and Roger leaned his head on his hand
and shadowed his face from the light,
“I'll call on Alice to-morrow."

The next day was the longest of John
Gourlay’s life—a bright, warm, happy
day, that made people even in the city
Jook glad and cheerful. He was about
his business as usual, ate his luncheon
and walked home leisurely. Roger was
standing at the window watching for
him, and he kept his back to him when
he entered the room. [ ]

“Well,” John said gently; ¢ well,
Roger, have you seen herP "

“ Yes, ’'ve seen her; " aud Roger
faced round suddenly. * John, old fel-
low, its no use. ™

¢ Brother! " and he lifted his hand as
ifto ward off a blow.

bard voice. *She dues not love vou;
she loves some one else. Be a man,
John, and bear it, for there’s no hope. »

One low, stified groan, and then John
Gourlay wrung his brother's hand and
walked steadily out of the room. What
he suffered in the hours that followed
no one ever knew, and when he ap-
peared at the dinner table he was calm
and self-poesessed, but something had
either comeinto his face or gone ount of
it that altered him. But of the two
Roger looked the most unhappy. The
blow had really fallen most heavily on
him.

“Jack, old fellow, we're Gourlay
Brothers now to the end of the chapter,*
he said, huskily. “I know you'll never
marry, and neither will I,” and some-
how John felt that Roger meant what
he said.

Twenty-five years passed by, & quar-
ter of a century of changes and chances
and still the Gourlay Brothers held the
even tenor of their way. They were
rich beyond their wishes or desires, and
not altogether unhappy in their solitary
friendship. Alice Russell seemed to have
drifted completely out of their lives;
her name was never mentioned, and
whether she was married or dead they
did not know.

One morning about the middle of
September they were walking along the
King’s road at Brighton, whether they
had gone for their annusl holiday.
Roger entered a shop to purchase some-
thing, and John stood outside lool
dreamily at the passers-by. Suddenly
he advanced a step as a lady in an in-
valid chair was wheeled by. Chancing
to look up, she met his glance with a
smile of recognition. *Mr. Gourlay, it
surely is, it mustbe you. Iam so ‘glad
to see you!"

“And I to meet you.” John said,

with a courteous bow. *I have not the
pleasure of knowing—"
“ My name—] am Alice Russell still,"

she said frankly. At that moment Roger
appeared. For an instant the blood for-
sook his ruddy face, whilea hot crimson
flush rose to Alice’s pale cheek as she
tried to stammer out some words of
greeting. Roger was no less confused,
and the expression of both faces was s
revelation to John Gourlasy. Hefelt as
if the world had suddenly drifted away
from him and he was left solitary in
some unknown infinite space. But there
was nothing of that in his voice as he
asked Alice for her address and per-
mission to call upon her in the after-
noon. Then taking his brother by the
arm he led him away, and they contin-
ued their walk without exchanging s

ter.
In the afternocon John called st Miss
Russell's hotel, and in a few moments
he found himself seated beside herin s

pleasant sitting room overlooking the
Bea.

“It's no use, " Roger went on in a]

king but when the prepared plate was placed

I did not know it then.”

“ Poor Roger! ™ Alice said, softly.

“You care sbout him! You will
make him happy even at this late hour?
Tell me, Alice, that you love my
brother! ™ .

#*Yes, Mr. Gourlsy, I do. Why
should I deny it! I have loved him al-
ways, though I did not know that he
cared about me, and if the little life that
is left me can make him happier, I will
devote it to him gladly, proudly—poor
Roger! You see I am too old for pre-
tenses, Mr. Gourlay, and I fear I am
dying; therefors, I tell you all. ™

* Dying, Alice? No, no! you will
live many years yet, I hope, to make
my dear brother happy—brave, loyal,
great-hearted Roger. Let me send him
to you now, and, Alice, for my old and
long affection's sake, make him happy.

I can ever help to repay the devotion of
his life. »

‘1 love him, * Alice replied, simply,
“1 can not do any more. ”

In their lodgings John Gourlay found
his brother pacing restlessly up and
down.

“ Roger, I've found out your secret
and hers, " he said, laying both his
hands on his shoulders; *loyal, faithfal
friend, go to her; she loves you, she is
waiting for you. "

“Poor Alice! how she must have
suffered! .

“ How we all have suffered! Butit’s
nearly over now, Roger—the grief, pain,
regret. It's all clear and bright. Roger,
dear friend, can you forgive me?"

* Forgive you, John? Say rather can
you forgive mep"

“True to the last,” John murmured,
as he wrung his brother’s hand. **Now,
Roger, go to her; she is waiting for you.
She loves you—loves you, Roger. Good-
bye, and may you both be happy.”

Late that evening when Roger Gour-
lay returned home full of deep, quiet
gladness, he found his brother in an
easy-chair near the window, apparently
asleep. The full moon shone down on
his pale face, and showed a smileon his
lips; his hands were clasped on an open
was life-like, but at the very first glance
Roger felt that his brother was dead.
The doctor said that hé had died of dis-
ease of the heart. Perhaps he was

ht. More die of that malad:
a%n the wurm of.—English Hag
azine.

ATest of Indisn Courage.

An Indian inter-tribal fair was held,
not long ago, in the Indian Territory
in order to show some of the resuits of
civilizing the savages. A number of
tribes attended and displayed articles of
home manufacture, such as needlework,
embroidery, lscework and blankets_
Many of the Indians bad their photo-
graphs taken, and showed a childish de-
light in looking at their faces. Others,
however, could not be persuaded to go
near the camera. Yellow Bear, of the
Arapahos, was the first to pass through
the ordeal of a sitting. He suffered
himself to be properly seated, and the
camers to be brought to bear upon him;

in the box, and the cloth lifted, he
leaped to his feet with & bound, and at-
tempted to leave the tent. All attem
to reason with him failed. At last a
protograph of a Cheyenne, taken some
years ago, was shown to him. He
looked at it & moment, then went quiet-
ly back to his chair, and eat there like a
statue while his negative was taken. He
explained that no Cheyenne warrior
was a greater brave than he. The gi-
gantic Osages, on the other hand, would
not approach the tent. They said the
camera robs them of their good spirits.
The Kickapoos gave the same reason,
and the photographer was peremptorily
ordered out of their country on that ac-
count. The Indian is a profound be-
liever in the power of spirits for good
or evil, and takes care never to offend
them.—Virginia (Nev.) Enierprise,

THE Duchess of Northnmberland vis-
ited the village schools at Albury Park,
the Duke's seat, in Surrey, the other
dsy, and presented to each of the female
scholars, numbering some two hundred,
a scarlet cloak. The children, as they
go to and fro to school, look now like a
regiment of little Red Riding-hoods..

Mnzs. Berry TaTLOR and Mrs. Knox
‘Wood, dsughter and granddaughter of
President Taylor, have_spplied to Con-

gress for relief.

He deserves it, and that is the only way |
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ures of life. The industrions wife is
cheerfully her hands in do-
mestic duties, putting her house in or-

& man must acquire his fortune before
he marries; that the wife must have no
sympathy nor share with him in the
pursuit of it—in which most of the
pleasure truly consists—and the young
married people must set out with as
large and expensive an establishment
as is becoming those who have been
wedded for twenty years. Thisis very
unhappy; it fills the community with
bachelors, who sre waiting to make
their fortunes, endangering virtue, pro-
moting vice; it destroys the true eeono-
my and design of the domestic institu~
tion, and it promotes inefficiency among
females, who are expecting to be taken
up by fortune and passively sustained
without any care or concern on their
part, and thus many a wife becomes, as
a gentleman once remarked, mot a
“ helpmate,” but a * helpeat.”—Golden
Age.

A Few Mysteries Unveiled.

She was to meet her adored one on
the nine o'clock ‘Oakland boat, and it
wanted fifteen minutes of the hour.
Her hand was on the door to go out
when it siruck her that she had forgot.
ten to line her left eyebrow. Rushing
to the glass to rectify this, she discov-
ered a small red spot, commemorative
of & departed red pimple. A dab of
lily-white settled that defect, and she
was abont to make a fresh start when a
backward glance assured her that her
new hat was mot as becoming as it
should be. So she stopped just long
enough to give it a punch over one ear
and 8 “hyke ™ in the back. Then her
“ Recamier locks ™ wanted a little ar-
ranging, and an inch of blonde must be
pinned across her nose. Then she
parted her lips to seeif her filled teeth
showed very plainly, and that started a
most seductive dimple in one cheek
which suggested a scrap of black court-
plaster on its very verge to call atten-
tion to its dangers, like s sign-board on
a thinly frozen pond. Then she tipped
the glass and stuck in the curling-tongs
to hold it and walked across the room
with her head over her shoulder to get
a back view, gave her drapery a twitch
here and a pat there, tried to see how
long a step she counld take without burst-
ing her tapes, gave herself alittle shake
like a sparrow after a shower, changed
her four-button gloves for six, sprinkled
Lubin's latest on her
stamped her little French heels once or

P“twioemsetu«mat,and-emg" her

parasol in the most approved style to
show the lace to advantage, started for
the ferry, where a smiling official, either
in a fit of admiration or sarcasm, offered
his glass with which to watch the fast
teceding boat, already half across the
bay.—8San Francisco News-Leiter.

Naraan Crowixy, age 12 years,
and Henry Gorman, age 15 years, start-
ed for Leadville the other day from their
homes in New York. Crowley is the
son of & policeman, and, anticipating
danger on the journey, prudently armed
himself with his father’s revolver, leav-
ing in its place a note to the effect that
he would soon return a rich man, when
he would more than make up for the
little indiscretion. Three other lads of
the same ages, who were to join the ex-
pedition, gave up just before the start.
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